THE KONUNG OF WHITE WALLS

Everybody laughed, even Theophano, who might
have been angry, and Sveneld laughed loudest. "Stay
you shall!' he said, and turned round to the men. 'Let
her alone, even if she asks for it! Now, is everything
dealt with?'

Yuri spoke from the back of the crowd: 'All safe.
We shall do till morning. I'll wake you myself if need
comes, Sveneld! - or let your wife!' Then Yuri dis-
appeared again down the stairs.

Then the Varangs let loose, and the two crowds,
men and women, were very thoroughly mixed. In a
few minutes there was still a good deal of noise of one
sort or another, mostly cheerful enough, but reason-
ably quiet on the raised step under the windows,
Theophano the Very Beautiful was in her own soft
and magnificent bed with purple and gold cords and
curtains, and the very finest possible sheets. And
Sveneld was there too. It did not bother her at all that
her dress was torn and one of her necklaces snapt and
scattered, because she had plenty more. It did not
bother her that he was her godson: that was all a long
time ago, and besides, no one could say this was her
will, so it must be God's, and therefore there was
nothing to do but accept it. She sighed and panted
and sweated with pleasure; she bit Sveneld's ear with
her little sharp cat teeth.

After some time she fell into gulfs of delicious
exhaustion and undreaming sleep. Sveneld had slept
quicker, but woke sooner. He saw the loose ame-
thysts lying in little pools beside her and picked them
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